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CHAPTER ONE







IT WAS YOUR typical sorority scene.  Brittany Van Der Wintz lounged across a pale pink sectional like it was a chaise at Versailles, the only thing she was missing was her teacup chihuahua.  Her phone lit up her face with alternating flashes of group chats and filtered selfies. She barely glanced at either. Her sisters were buzzing around the room—music up, voices louder—but Brittany stayed still, watching them with a kind of sarcastic detachment. She looked amused, but she wasn’t that, she was bored.

The idea hadn’t been hers, not exactly. One of the frat boys—Chad or Chase or one of the generic ones—had thrown it out as a joke during this week’s tailgate: “Ever heard of cow-tipping?  I think we should make a bet, whoever makes it out to The Milk & Honey Farm first, tips one of the cows, and posts it to TikTok wins.  The loser has to host the next kegger, all expenses paid.” The comment had been tossed off between swigs of beer, but Brittany had caught it, pocketed it, and polished it like a diamond. Nobody dared Alpha Theta anything. And certainly nobody dared her.

“Guys, drink your liquid courage because we’re going cow-tipping tonight!”  Brittany shouted out to the group while toasting into the air.

Kaylee, whose nose piercing glinted as she blinked, said, “Wait. Is cow-tipping real? Like, I thought it was, like, only done in movies?”

Brittany didn’t move. “It’s a real thing. People do it. TikToks get made. The American South wins again.”

Nikki, sitting cross-legged on a beanbag, blinked blearily at her phone. “Google says it’s technically animal harassment.”

“Oh my god, so is putting sweaters on yorkies.” Brittany rolled her eyes. “Look. We’re not hurting anyone. We’re appreciating nature. Besides, that lame freak dared us, and today, I choose violence.”

There was a wave of cackling. Someone popped open a seltzer. Another reapplied lip gloss with the precision of a sniper. Brittany stood, arms up like a ringleader. “Here’s what we’re doing: Cow. Tipping. Safari. Who’s got a car that can off-road?”

“I have a hybrid,” someone muttered.

“Um, let’s take my Range Rover,” Brittany rolled her eyes. “Grab the pack of White Claws in the fridge. Kaylee, bring your selfie stick. Nikki, get the light kit. We’re going to Insta this bitch.”

Outside, the night was thick with Georgia heat and sorority chaos. They tumbled into the white Range Rover like sparkly hyenas, laughter echoing off the brick walls of the row. Someone spilled seltzer on the leather seats. Brittany didn’t care. She was already picturing how hard she was going to rub it into that smug boy’s face”

Twenty minutes out of town, the road narrowed. The Range Rover’s headlights cut through the last stretch of paved road before giving way to gravel. A cloud of red dust rose behind them, glittering faintly in the high beams. Brittany leaned across the wheel, grinning at her reflection in the glass. Her sisters were a chorus in the backseat—half-singing, half-screaming to whatever pop remix she’d queued up, snapping blurry photos destined for Instagram stories no one would remember in the morning. 

“Okay, seriously,” Kaylee whispered from the passenger seat, peering out the window at the endless dark. “What if cows like… fight back?”
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